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o,  nAiiifx,  ^iLT  fRotj  (fiira  nrr  Mr 

iSef  ^0  Music  for  the  Voice,  Violin  German  Flute,  and  Accordion. 


the  mrf 


O  Nanny,  wh^m  thcm’rt  far 

Wilt  ihoo  not  cast  a  wWi  btfeiin!  t 
Say,  can  St  thou  faca  the  parching  my# 
Nor  shrink  before  the  winliy  wM? 
O  can  that  soft  and  gentle  main 

Extremes  of  hardship  learn  to  bmrl 
fJor  sad  regret  each  courtly  scene. 
Where  thou  art  fairest  of  the  fair. 


wertfidrat^wkem 


tkostmt 


•fthe/Tu 


O  Snaay^  naost  them  lam 

ntmteik  perils  knan  with jpn  •»  fol 
Of#  wkm  Sqr  swain  tnjsiMp  ihall  sm^- 
Xa  .ahm  with  him  fhn  fetmjBi  mmt 
Sagr,  iimfildk^«Baaaaif.pifc^^ 


Astd  when  at  IM  Ihy  Inna  ahall  die, 
WlUthov  raemwt  hk  parlhif  breath  ? 
^  SW  Ihnsmpresa  ew^  euragfUng  sigh, 
Aadi  kknir  with  ua^tm  ihchml  of  death? 
Aa^mQNfmw  o'er  hk  biitlhlan  clay, 
t  glwwrinm^fi^and  drop  thtimider  tear, 
;  wgrat  these  acaM  ie  gay, 

Wfmrm  them  wart  fairem  «f  the  fait  ^ 


The  National  Show. 

Stmff  by  Mr.  R.  GUodon#  of  the  Royal 
Adelaide  Gallery. 

Air— ••  Kitf  g  of  the  Cannibal  Islands,* » 

NOW  stand  aside  an  instant,  pray. 

And  let  me  sing  what  Tv©  to  say. 

To  introduce  the  friends  to^y. 

Who  have  come  to  onr  tight  little 
island.  ' 

We* VC  Frenchmen,  Perstaas,  and 
Yankees, 

And  folks  who  croes  all  sorts  of  seas#  | 
AU  brisk  as  bees,  and  grave  C^daese , 
And  Bosjeamans  and  CbeiDkaes; 
And  also  Poonah  Winkey  , 

Who  kicks  up  a  bobbery  all  day  long. 
And  the  Koonwur  Runageea  aU  m  a 
throng,  ,  , 

And  the  King  of  the  Cawnbal  islands 
WeWe  Greeks,  &  ttirks.  and  Cingalese, 
Circassians  fair,  vrith  po w'rs  to  ^ease. 
And  lots  of  Germans  quite  the  cheese. 
With  the  King  of  the  Cannibal 
Islands. 

Air— “  When  a  man  weda.’* 

For  never  was  known  ewdi  w  wowlrowt 

4hf  thundering  vendeta,  aa  ioon  vnA 

apre'TT 


So  hem^XSTSbffyBm^^  ] 


Smyrna,  tlid<li%.0|lg|>wmr  fin^ 

ArragamiflfMlIVni^^^ 

Spain  andCIwiiA^ 

8«A,  ifi  Iiiiir1ipiiiik.fr  f^den. 

ScicQy,  Jllontreal, 

Ssnegid. 

Borneo,  Mexina^  ICexico,  Borneo# 
Senegal,  Montreal, 

Italy,  Lipari,  Tripoli,  Sicily, 
dattery.sbatteryvsteamery,  sereamery#  i 
twirlery.whirlery, 

Cottony,  rotteny,  flare*  away,  gjAe- 
away, 

Ciaahery,  tmashery,  chinanr,  finery, 
r4dional,  natiora. 

Never  was  known  audin  wefndeifot 
mr. 


Sitteif#  Iwileif; 

Wldte|Qft  kwib  ' 

Bationil#  MUflenal*  slioii^iAwmi 

Chillis 


vronden  ae  anon  a  hall 


mPuiifiMiig  wondeia  as  soon  shall 

OwJW#b«#tJR*ric'<»  «w  floMns  of 

hold, 

Ita  aqfMpnfMl^  nsd  seres  of 


ll|||phog|:,  a  month 


Japan# 

M^bfri^den. 

^  Ittiiy#  Montreal, 


Will  taka 


crankt^ . 

Smifnnmfn.  roar,  roar, 

PI<il»>et|klffacK  *it^dka  and  reels, 
CMtwilidMtta  ry,  b!ire,  bore ; 
Jaiilleaniid  loomaakl  thro^  t|ie  rooms, 
lm1eiy,whirlery,  bur,  bur; 
TweCners  It  tools,  self-acting  mules, 
Cottory,  roteeny,  fur,  fur  ; 

Fones  with  blusts  down  and  up  cast, 
61are-away«  flare-away,  hot,  hot ; 
Porcelain,  and  glass,  awkward  to 
past, 

Smasbery,  craahery,  pot,  pot ; 
GtAatAly  fpi^ 

Chinnry,  finery,  bean,  boh ; 

Waappera  m4  ekmk^  mo*ntww  thn 

walla, 

on, 

—  ‘ - aa  #  t-T - •  ^ 

VtmKW*  -^Ifb 


'T-'  v,;'-  ■■  • 

i 


..  nertnee  May* 

,  Wo(^  b/  Mmrr  pMlU 

[Music  9XMb$[f  md  0^«<I 

Svrset  Florcocc  net  1  lu  Hit  iprinf » 
Wbsu  srco4lMMl*s  bccMsA  fwg 
And  T99f§f  dmhud  nHk  jannmiae, 

^  Wm  jbnriM  te  btr4sir» 

«ie|y  *tmm  tlwttt  ' 

iiks  gems  were  strews  aroimd  ; 
i^sd  moss  and  blue  forget-me-nots 
Were  pecfisf  IrMs  tbe 
Sweet  Florence  Maj#  dear 
rence  Maj* 

Last  night  Is  dreams  I  saw  W  bocse 
Upon  the  etreeaslet’s  tHfor- 
Where  is  cor  shiiT  wa*Y«  wa«ah*d  the 
wa«ei» 

So  often  tide  by  side. 

I  thoegkt  she  loeh*d  so  beatttffat, 
Dressed  ell  Is  simple  while; 

And  wore  a  jewel  is  her  balr^ 

That  sparkled  in  the  light. 

Sweet  Flereoce  Hmj,  deat  Flo* 
rence  May* 

That  cbeatinidreanri«ahme»  hoirlaIseJ 
For  Florence  is  no  more  ; 

Her  ip1iit*8  tiewn  lo  brighter  reaftns^ 
And  joj  for  me  is  o’er* 

Y et  how  t  cherish  is  my  sou! 

Her  nieau>r3r  each  day-^ 

And  long  that  I  may  loch  agais 
'  On  lovely  Ftorcsoe  May. 

Sweet  Flerenee  Mey^  dear  Flo 
reaee  May* 

Saucy  Kate. 

Words  by  Henry  Howard  Paul. 
[MttSio-^  DistiB’s.] 

Kate's  s  dear»  del^btfnl  cretUuMt 
Merry  as  a  siinny  oif; 

Beautiful  in  form  mndimOme^ 

Smiling  mot. Id  mf  fi«»aty*s  self. 
When  she  laughs  her  sHhea  iressee 
Float  arouHd  ner  gootle  bseest  ^ 

And  her  eyes,  as  dark  as  midnight^ 
Keverseem  to  be  at  rest. 

Kate’s  a  sweet,  bur  saucy  creature. 
With  a  lip  of  scarlet  bloom  — 
Woodbines  sippiae  gentle  sunlight—* 
Roses  drinking' rich  porftWM.; 

Voice  fs  daiety  as  »h*>  wliH^, 

Foubts  five  in  their  ccyd  hi  afarine , 
Saucy  Kate, so  fall  of  misobief, 

Would  that  I  mipkt  vaM  Sbos  aatiio 

Kate's  a  dear,  bar  saacy  evostore, 
SprigMy  os  tbo  Wref  gamila? 
Fondness  d  wet  Is  in  every  dimple, 
Surely  lovo  has  marked  her  well*- 
Maoy  haasu  have  miwve  to  win  her, 
Bow'd  with  disAppotntmtnt  loW| 
Saucy  Kate— 1  fear  to  sny  it — 

Wiasiiaae,  akwoys  tells  lh«B  **  Vcb** 


fist  to  my  Song. 

V«nU  bjr  A.  Pwk. 

A*.  Ilit«  av  MOCfttiMMMt,  U*.. 

fcrlhM, 

dkwd  B  falnr  amd  iMHiar  cds  Btvtr 


The  truth  that  it  wbispsrs  Ib  anemm  «f 

glhg, 

As  It  pvaiscs  thy  rose  lips  SBd  hotom 
of  snob  ! 

O  list,  then,  asreot  lady  1  aar  veil  wHk 
dieom 

Those  fosturis  Adouli  might  iloop 
to  admire; 

Those  ansUos  tbii  oulrival  the  dawaUig 


tba  Bi^t  Is  o^etp  and  wlfb  Ufowatr- 
odm  day. 

To  action  up  the  God  cf  BalUm 
4sprUii«i!i : 

Thro’  alL  the  miiistrel’s  bumier  wbvob 

*  Its  way. 

To  meet  his  sword  ware  death,  whiliB 
still  he  idfi|rith : 

Herwamc  I  maty  BOtdett,  whosw 

tmmlBfraigh 

^  IVoiUiaa'd  hoar  dear  her 
bosoat’CTMife  affeetton ; 

«  Thcimkiasof  tfoodoBi  I  wiU  guim 
or  die, 

'’BencmGi  the  wlaadatd  I  havm 
''sworn  protection.** 

Though  won  the  field,  msatiate  Deatla 
stOl  trsetek. 

And  waits  were  prone  the  minstret 
knight  is  Tying, 

Whose  fiowtog  blo^  the  fiilHng  ban*^ 
aer laves. 

Whose  last  poor  feeble  gasp  this  la 
is  sighing: 

Her  name  I  have  not  bKathed^,. 
my  dosing  eye 

**  Bdiolda  her  angel  foma 
refiected ; 

FaiwWeQ,  sweet  dseam,  in  Free^ 
dom’s  cause  1  die. 

Beside  my  standard  faithfully 

nrotficted  ** 


Those  eyes  that  are  beaming  love’s 
tenderest  fise  l 

And  this  Is  my  song:  1  have  come,  love 
for  Owe; 

I  have  wandsisd  afar  from  my  own 
naitvehome. 

But  maiden  so  lovely  I  nevereould  see 

In  the  happiest  spots  1  havehsppentd 
to  roam. 

Then  give  me  thy  hand,  love,  so  gentle 
and  sttMill, 

Thy  bearttbat’s  cnolTckd  with  feel¬ 
ings  divine  ; 

O  breathe  but  one  sigb  from  lovers  soft 
palace  hall  ; 

O  grsat'onc  kind  glance  from  Ufiec* 
tioD*8  pure  shrine  I 


The  Wife’s  Song. 

[Music— at  Davidson’s,  j 
Kleven  ye^rs  have  pass'd  away 
Since  I  beoaam  abtide. 

And  left  ray  osftve  land  with  thee. 

To  cross  the  ocean  wide. 

Ko  store  of  woridly  wealth  had  wo. 
To  cheer  onr  path  through  lifis  ; 

But  thoa  wert  all  in  all  to  me— 

I  was  thy  happy  wife ! 

But  when  Columbia's  free- bom  sobs 
Thy  matchless  taleat  knew, 
With.buoyaoi  hope  tor  fortune's  Smiles 
Thou  bad’stthy  wife  sdioil. 

One  btessed  pledge  o^  life  wes  ours. 

To  cheer  my  Irnely  life; 

And.  as  I  heefd  thy  Bame  resound, 

1  felt  a  happy  wife  ! 

ITear  after  year  roll’d  on  its  course, 
Tei  time  brought  some  alloy: 

Again  I  felt  a  motborVpsfin, 

And  fiilt  a  Bkothers>>y* 

Thou  wert  not  tliere  to  jarn  their tpoKs, 
Kor  wetrh  fhehr  phiyfol  strlfb  ; 

And  as  i  press’d  them  to  my  bean, 

I  felt  a  mournful  wife. 

But  now  therwtoeia  has  pass’d  away  : 

Ube  Noab^s  wand’ring  dovo, 

I’ve  found  at  last  a  reS^iog-ptaeo, 

A  happy  boane  of  love. 

Mav'at  thoo,  doar  hnsbatid,  ever  find, 
lu  futaro  days  through  life. 

For  blessirvgs  that  i  now  enjoy 
I  am  a  lerartcfttl  vffe. 


When  ui  fond  n^noiy’s 
magic  glass. 

Wotiii  by  ttmiry  fiMXurd  Riul. 
Sung  by  Jeon,  Uad. 

When  in  fond  memory’s  magic  glass 
With1ing*ritigglaticcf  weftmdiy  gazm. 
And  sec  the  »prrii-imagc  padi 
Of  those  we  knew  in  other  days; 

By  turn  we  hear  a  graceftil  step, 

Or  v^iice,  whose  wont  it  wssta  cheer. 
Or  prize  some  recoHeettoti  sweet,— 
9(mie  thought,  or  thing,  that  oncer 
was  dear. 

When  in  fond  memory’s  magic  glass 
We  find  bow  ohaivged  all  things 
mppeai^ 

Frlendsdcadwe  cfaerlsh’doiiestnyoBtW 
The  soul  becomes  then  dark  &  drear  t 
Familiar  spirits  once  that  be amM 
in  gladuess  round  the  soml  boasd,. 
Have  long  since  flown  tosealmoom  hi^ 
1  he  solace  of  s  home  sdorsd* 

When  in  fond  memory’s  iiBmir<sfisM 
Wegam  and^nwUdSy^^ 
Of  hopw  ^d  ters,  oftj^  BBd^thfooo^ 

Htfw  fbll  the  bosom’s  widsosswsllc 

We  read  life’s  fold^  leaves  again, 

^  wc  lovsd  so  wdf,, 
When  love  first  wove  hi«  silkdtt  Imtid, 
And  Friendship  pure  herm^glcapMU 


Mars. 

[Vtui^-Htt  OMibw  ut  ab*) 
Mishty  Itan  «!«•.  tnv.hiii,. 

Upo*»y  «iwnl  rtijrto,. 

To  tbs  strffC'iiy  foospBooehisg, 
My  lovo— Biy  ninui  m  oi 

AdblgteMdlr  ctMii,.  / 

AU  tli«  ,04.  .f  Gaol  1 

towihmriltMMfMltMMm 


I  dat  lubJ;  yall^r  gal. 

(llnnc— At  Beid*t.] 

JOh.  ttos  dat  lubl/  yaUer  gal, 
jjMlaonaefollii  call  Miat  Diaah  1 
Oh  pity  me,  ye  Biggen  ^1,  ^ 

And  teii  mewherc  1  can  find  her* 
sow  ihe*8  gone  and  leF 
For  tear  dat  1  might  harm  her  $ 
To-day  arter  to-morrow, 

Bhe^a  goneto  Alabts;^* 

Her  hair  U  like  de  ahining  .  allk, 

^he^«  fat  and  round  aa  Eorue, 
Shedeed  upon  good  muah  and  milk, 
And  morus  multioonuu 
now  ahe’a  gone  and  left  me, 

My  h«^art  is  filled  wid  sorrow  t 
l*ii  find  some  odcr  yaiier  giu. 

And  marry  her  to-morrow« 

Song  of  tlje  Triali  poi't'bor- 

^usic— at  D’Almaine  and  Go’s.] 

O  jouth,  happy  youth,  what  a  blessing. 
In  thy  freshness  of  dawn  and  of  dew, 
lyiten  hope  the  voung  heart  is  caressing 
And  our  grien  are  but  light  and  but 
few  I 

Hut  in  life,  as  it  swiftly  flies  o’er  us. 
Some  -musing  for  sadness  we  find ; 

In  youth  we’ve  our  troubles  before  us, 
In  age  we  leave  pleasure  behind*  , 

Q  ill  me,  as  it  swiftly,  &c. 
Ay,  Trouble’s  the  post-boy  that  drives 
us 

Up  hill  tUl  we  get  to  the  top ; 

WhUe  Joy’s  an  old  servant  behind  us. 
We  call  on  for  ever  to  stop— 
put  on  the  drag,  Joy,  my  jewel, 
As  long  ^  the  sunset  still  glows ; 
Before  it  h  dark  *twould  be  cruel 
To  baste  to  the  hill-foot’s  rqiose.” 

O  put  on  the  drag,  &c. 
But  them  stands  an  inn  we  must  stop 

•  .  . 

An  extinguisher  swings  for  tje  sign : 
That  house  is  but  cold  and  but  narrow, 
But  the  prospect  behind  it’s  divine  : 
And  there,  *  whence  there’s  never  re¬ 
turning. 

When  we  travel,  as  travel  we  must, 
JdBj  the  gates  be  all  free  for  our 
journey, 

And  the  tears  of  our  friends  lay  the 
dost* 

And  there,  whence,  &c* 

llomi  amoHg  the  dead  men* 

£Mdslc— at  Ransford’s.] 
HemVnhealth  to  the  queen,  and  a 
lasting  peace, 

So  faction  an  end,  to  wealth  increa^ ; 
JCowe,  let’s  dnnk  it  while  we  hsUe 
lireaih, 

JTArifaere’s  mo  drinking  after  death  ; 
JkwIBe  that  will* this  health  deny, 
jpOTiB  among  the  dead  men  let  him  lie. 

lAtidimrmingbeauty’ 8  health  go  round, 
Ba  sdisch  celestial  joys  are  found; 

Ami  may  confiiaion  still  pursue 
'Tim  senseless,  woman-bating  crew ; 

*1  they  that  vroman’s  health  deay, 
jBpwn  among  the  dead  men  let  him  lie. 
ita  euiUiiigBacchiia’  joys  I’ll  roh, 
Bay  no  pleasure  to  my  mid; 

health  round  bnikly  move. 
War  Bacchus  is  afriend  to  Love ; 

Joid  he  that  will  this  health  deo;^,  _ 
JDwwn  uuMMig  the  dead  men  let  him  lie. 

mm  loco  and  winetheirrighte^idam, 
i^3  their  united  plcasuree  reig^ ; 
Bllnle  Bacchuf’  treasure  crowna  the 
hoard, 

TIMl  eing  the  Joys  that  both  afford ; 
t  they  that  won* t  with  us  conwdv. 
a  sHttong  the  dead  men  let  them 
he. 


I  love  the  gentle  mocHilight* 

[Music— at  Hanefoyd’fJ  /  ' 

1  love  the  gentle  moonlight, 

When  its  silver  steps  am  seen, 

YTith  the  village  lads  and  iatses, 

Gaily  dancinsr  on  the  green : 

Wiin  tncir  faces  luii  oi  pu^sum. 

And  their  hearts  from  aermw  free, 
To  the  merry  music’s  meaeure ; 

Oh,  the  gentle  moon  for  me* 

1  lore  the  gentle  moonlight. 

When  it  smiles  upon  the  flow’r, 
Lihe  a  mother  o’er'  neir  first-born,' 
Sleeping  in  its  eradel- bower  t 
There  18  glory  in  the  sunset, 

Whea  &  liakt  beueett  the  seas 
But  the  moonlight  1*  lovely ; 

Qhf  the  geqtle  moon  for  me* 

^  - . — 


Yoiing  Ivan. 

[Musicr-at  Miller’s.] 

Young  Ivan,  all  the  dreary  day, 

In  sadness  toil’d  the  hours  away  f 
He  sigh’d  that  pensive  eve  mightcome. 
And  thus  he  sung  of  love  and  home 
My  own  one, .  my  dearest  one ! 

The  blue  of  thine  eye 
Is  brighter  to  Ivan 
Than  that  of  yon  sky ;  ^ 

The  snow  on  the  mountain, 

The  dawn’s  rosy  streak, 

May  each  like  me  envy 
The  hue  of  thy  chotk* 

Tome  there  is  nothing  can  prove. 

So  sweet  as  the  smile  of  my  love,  v 

When  Sunday  brought  its  day  of  rest. 

His  homely  grape  young  Ivan  prest. 
And  as  he  sought  its  stream  to  sip, 
This  lay  of  love  stole  from  .his  lip  ;— 
At  night  when  together 
We  sit  by  the  stove. 

It  leemslike  some  altar 
Fresh  lighted  to  love  |  ^ 

Thy  voice  is  the  music 
Which  soothes  me  to  rest, 

Tl^  lip  is  the  wine  cup, 

The  purest  and  best. 

To  mo  them  is  nothing,  &e. 


lU-^fted  Ring. 

[Music— at  Cramer  and  Go’s*] 

I’U-giftcd  ring,  how  many  a  vow 
Ot  faith  on  thee  I’ve  sworn  : 

And  blighted  hopes  are  all  which  now 
Thou  Icavest  me  to  Hioum  1 
This  pledge— o’er  which  such  burning 
tears 

Have  flowed  without  relief. 

Though  given  by  me  in  happy  years, 
Ccmesuback  to  me  in  grief* 

Oh,  if  from  mem’ry  far  away, 

The  thought  could  now  be  chased, 
That  in  my  first  affection’s  day, 

Thou  ou  her.  hand  wert  placed* 

Sad  pledge— o’er  which  such  burning 
tears 

Have  flown  without  mlief, 

Which  given  kiy  me  in  hapwyc«»t 
Gomes  back  to  me  in  g^ef* 

Childtiood’s  early  bloom. 

[Musie— at  Cramer  and  CO’a.] 

In  diildkood’s  calm  and  sinlOM  bloom. 

Our  foelmfi  were  ibe  auinu  t 

And  Time  all  vaiifiy  would 
The  stIU  uadyiug  flamo* 

Of  deep  affection,  whoiO  cl. 

No  grief  hath  e’er  abated : 

For  Heaven  that  love  will  ever  bleat, 
Which  Heaven  alone  createdi 


6n,  ne’er  maj^  jrmm 

apjieaii 

So  beantifol  aud  bright,! . 

Of  that  affecuon,  whose  excess 
Nor  grief  hath  e’er  alMfiddi ' 

For  Heaven  that  love  WfUibrer  bless. 
Which  Heaven  itself  weatadl 

The  heart’s  first  dream  of  ' 
.  .  iKive, 

Cianwr  and '  Co’*.] 

When  saddened  thoUghfo  the  spirit 
sink. 

And  gloom  is  ronnd  us  cast ; 

Oa  wbai  W  riiaroL  it  it  tc  fhhtk  ‘ 

‘  On  happier  momenta  past  t 
To  leebretiirBing  back  once  more,  ; 

Our  fondest  hopes  above, , 

Tr  riT  ffr  hstnty  ag  before. 

The  heart’s  first  dream  of  love* 

When  tempted  o’er  the  world  to  roam 
For  fonciedjoys— in  ▼ain,; 

How  sweet  it  is  to  welcome  home 
Our  wanderini^  fiieugbts  Again  f 
To  feel  mtuming  back  once  more. 

Our  fondest  hopes  above. 

In  all  its  beauty  as  before. 

The  heart’s  first  dream  of  love* 


Two  things  are  all  1 

[Music— at  Cramer  and  Go’s*]  * 

Two  things  are  all  I  crave— 

First  that  within  my  grave 
This  pledge,  stiH .  uncfisgraced. 

May  by  my  side  be  placed ; 

That  if,  in  after  days 
Some  stranger  o’er  it  gaxe, 
it  may  to  him  declare 
Aholdier  resteth  there. 

Then  to  a  mind  prepared, 

Let  tlus  last  pang  bevpared. 

This  eye  hath  danger  viewed 
In  battle’s  fiercest  feud. 

And  watched  the  parting  breath^  ’ 

In  every  form  of  death. 

Bind  not  the  soldier’s  brow,  . 
That  eye  can  meet  it  now* 


The  mighty  sea  my  realm 
shall  be. 

[Music^at  Ransford’i,] 

Thg  mighty  sea  ^ 

My  realm  shall  be, 

Thia  fragile  bark  my  regal  throne. 

I’ll  have  no  slaves. 

For  yon  free  waves 
Obey  the  lofd  they  long  have  known* 
What  sounds  are  these  7 
A«emingbreeae, 

My  snowy  wings  expand  for  flight ; 

And  there  shall  be  , 

No  canopy  ^ 

But  the  blue  sky  for  pie  to-night. 

The  mighty  sea,  &c*  * 

I  scorn  the  land  I 
Upon  its  sand 

Men  falee  &eir  hopea,  their  fears,  their 
fame; 

Time  sheds  its  bloom 
O’er  trophied  tomb, 

Then  who  can  trace  the  noblest  namef 
Here  day  and  night ' 

My  heart  is  light ;  ^  , 

And  when  m^  hand  rerimHfiiO  heln^’* 
Then  welcome  death  i ' 
lAuipr  beneatih  4 

Thy  moaning  wavm»siMfj><>ei»n/talm» 

Tie  mighty  tea,  &e. 


r 


My  ClUodCt 

There  wet  e  time  ,wbei  joy  We  tvij|W» 
In  youth*!  ^Wct  ■.  ... 

When  home  wet  beemihe  with  dengK 
Beeeotb/m  mother'e  teee  t  ^ 

No  ihiMlt«  hot  childhood’ t  fleetingteeie, 
No  torrow  tave  in  dreamt, 

'  That  teem’d  to  point  to  coming  yeoie, 
For  cloudt  to  dim  hope’t  begin*  >  ^ 
But  toonthe  iunthine  play’d  ugmn, 
And  an  wat  bright  and  fair. 

For  my  heart  had  leaihat  a  joyful  atiainy 
In  childhood’t  happy  pray’r. 

.  For  my  heart,  &c. 
But  time  came  on,  youth  patt’d  away^ 
ima  change!  ttold  around ; 

My  home  grew  tad,  my  mother  lay 
Beneath  the  tilrat  ^ound. 

The  world  teem’d  full  of  mef  &  tean. 
No  tunthine  came  to  play. 

Ana  firiendt  we*d  known  in  brighter 
years. 

In  ooldnets  dropped  away :  . 

But  mem’ry  came  on  wings  of  lights 
And  bronght  a  tunbeani  thi^e  ; 

I  And  chas’d  away  each  gloom  of  night, 
With  childhood’s  hsppy  pray’r.^ 

And  caat’d  away,  &c. 


The  Fireside.  , 

[Music— «t  Robinson’s*] 

Oh,  come  ,^p  the  fireside. 

For  the  night  is  dark  and  drear 
The  snow  it  deep  and  the  mountains 
wide. 

Then  stay  and  reet  thee  here. 

My  board  is  simply  spread,^ 

Too  little  food  to  spare,  ‘ 

But  thou  shalt  break  119  wholesome 
bread 

And  have  a  weleome  shMS ; 

For  while  the  faggot  bums 
To  warm  my  cottage  floor, 

They  ne’er  shell  sey  a  poor  man  tnma 
A  poorer  ftom  his  door. 

Then  Cbme  to  the  fireside,  te* 
If  thou  wert  rich  and  strong  ^ 

I  wovdd  not  ask  thee  in, 

But  thy  journey  as  been  lone  and  long, 
And  thy  tatter’d  garb  is  thin ; 

Thy  )inibs  are  stiff  with  cold. 

Thy  hair  is  snowy  white, 

Thou  art  a  pilgrim  far  too  old 
To  face  this  bitter  night: 

Lett  pity  there  might  be 

In  abreast  more  warmly  clad, 

But  I  hare  been  as  poor  as  thee, 
AshupfKry,andatsad. 

Then  come  to  the  fireside,  &Ci 
See,  see  the  shaggy  hound 
deecps  in  to  tnaw  his  coat. 

And  a  irpaen  robin,  that  1  found. 
Chirps  wirii  a  grateful  note.: 

Th^  claim,,  and  hare  from  me. 

What  hands  might  grudge — 

How  right  or  wrong  the  mercy  be, 

1  leave  to  God  to  judge. 

And  thou  shalt  ait  oy  the  log, , 

I’ll  feed  aa  l.can,  ^ 

For  the  heart  that  chenshea  dM  and 
,  dog,  /  ;  " 

T  Toms  not  frpm .  suffering  man*  . 

Jl^en  cbme  to  the  fireside,  fitc< 


You'll  Bemember  me. 

[Mna&er^  Chappell  end  Cp’s> 

When  other Tips  and  other  hearts 
Tb<fir  talea  of  love  shaU  tell, 

to  ^ei!^  : 
There  nw^^]^hiipt^  in  snch  ieoettei 
Some  fmllbriion  be, 

Of  days  Ihilt  hh#d‘ril  happy  bote, 
Ihte  fOtt’U  romembei  aafe 


WIm 

'  ’Twill  break  your  own  to  aop,  -V 
In  mieh  a  immiont  1  bmt  aak, 

Thai  you’ll  remonber  me* 


We  may  be  happy  yet. 

[Music— at  Chappell  and  Co’s.] 

Oh,  smile  as  thou  wert  wont  to  smile. 
Before  the  weight  of  care 
Had  emshed  tliy  heart,  and  for  a  while 
Left  nbught  but  sorrow  there  1 
Some  thoughts,  perchance  ’twere  best 
to  puell. 

Some  iipp^se  to  forget. 

On  which  should  memory  cease  to  dwell, 
We  may  be  happy  yet. 

Oh,  never  name  departed  days. 

Nor  vows  you  whispered  then, 
’Round  which  too  sad  a  feeling  plays 
To  trust  their  tones  again : 

Regard  their  shadows,  ’round  thee  cast, 
'  As  if  we  ne’er  had  met ; 

And,  thus  unmindful  of  the  past. 

We  may  be  happy  yet. 


The  British  Oftk. 

[Mntie— at  Cramer  and  Co’s*] 

The  Tree  that  our  forefetbers  planted 
of  old,  .  , 

They  nurs’d  with  their  heart’s  dear* 
ect  blood, 

’Till  its  roots  in  the  soil  had  so  firmly 
laid  hold, 

That  it  feared  neither  tempest  or 
flood; 

Fram  the  norths  from  the  south,  from 
the  sect,  from  the  weet. 

On  its  head  has  the  bi^e-alarm 
broke : 

Still  England  has  ever  found  ebelfer 
and  rest, 

’Neath  the  bonghs  of  her  own 
British  Oak, 

Of  onr  own  British  Oak* 

By  the  nations  around  us,  grown  jealous 
^e  while,. 

A  host  of  attempts  nave  been  mada^ 

But  there’s  something  that’s  wrong  in 
the  seed  or  the  soil, 

Fortheir’s,  one  by  one,  have  decayed* 

Some  have,  grown  up  too  quite,  eoiM 
have  not  .grown  at  all. 

And  'Some  by  marauders  have  been 
broke : 

One  alone  has  grown  slowly,  mpiaBCk 
and  tall  1 

That  one  is  our  own  British  Oak, 
’Tis  our  own  British  Oak* 

It  has  ihriv’n  thro’  centuries  soand  to 
the  core. 

Not  a  root  has  yet  gone  to  decay ; 

And  if  burthen’d  with  boughs  that  tea 
useful  no  more. 

Why  carefully  cut  them  awav ; 

But  long  may  it  flourish,  the  lx>aal  of 
our  land, 

"  Hnliann’d  by  hostiUty’s  stroke. 

And  perish  for  ever  the  parridda  hand 
That  would  tear  but  a  leaf  from  onr 
Oak, 

From  our  own  British  Oak* 


Ntfw'to  the  Forest. 

Now  to  the,  forest  we  repair. 
Awhile  like  spirits  wander  Oiere, 
la  darknecs  we  secure  onr  prey* 
And  yaifiah  at  the  dawn  of  day* 


The  Old  ]fill.S(ie8m. 

Sad  lathi*  tteiild  Mfli  atnu*.  thil 
lanyemago,  ' 

Was  eo  feet  in  tteeuiiant,  so  pare  in  its 
flOWt^'  . 

Whoea,  musleal  waters  wovdd  ripple 
and  shine 

With  the  glorious  dash  of  a  minature 
Rhine, 

Gmi  this^be  it’s  bed  ?  J  remember  it 
.welL 

Whan  it  spariUed  like  silver  thro’  mea¬ 
dow  and  dell. 

And  is  this,  Ac. 

And  here  was  the  miller’s  house — 
peseefiil  abode. 

Where  the  flower* twin’d  porch  drew  all 
eyes  from'  the  road. 

Where  roses  and  jasmine  embower’ 
thadodr. 

That  never  was  doted  to  the  way-worn 
or  poor; 

Where  the  miller,  God  rest  him,  oft 
gave  us  a  dance, 

And  led  off  the  ball  with  his  soul  in  his 
glance. 

And  is  this,  &c. 

The  mill  is  in  ruins,  no  welcoming 
sound. 

In  the  mastiff  ’s  quick  bark,  and  the 
wheels  dashing  round  3 

The  house,  too,  forgotten,  and  left  to 
decay ; 

And  the  miller  long  dead,  all  I  loved 
pass’d  away. 

This  play-plaee  of  childhood,  was 
graved  on  my  heart, 

in  paradise  colenrs  that  now  must  de¬ 
part. 

,  The  old  water-mill’s  gone,  the  fair 
*  vision  is  fled, 

Anffl  wept  o’er  its  wreck,  as  I  do  for 
the  dead* 


Man  the  Life-Boat. 

iMwi*-*t  DavidMB'*.] 

Man  the  life-boat!  man  the  life-boat ! 

Help !  or  yon  ship  is  lost; 

Man  the  lifo^dat !  man  the  life-koat . 

lee  how  she’s  tempest-toss’di^ 

Ha  bnman  power,  in  such  an  hour. 

The  gallant  bark  can  save 
Her  main-niiat*!  gone — and,  hurrying 
on, 

She  seths  a  wal’ry  grave* 

Man  the  lifoAoat!  man  the  life-boat 
^  See,  the  dreaded  signal  flies  ; 

Ha  I  she  has  stmek !  and  from  the  rock 
Despairing  shouts  arise. 

And  one  there  stands,  and  wrings  his 
hands. 

Amidst  the  tempest  wild: 

For  on  the  beach  he  cannot  reach 
Ho  tees  hit  wife  and  child* 

life-saving, ark!  yon  doomed  bark 
Immortal  souls  doth  bear  ; 

Not  gems,  nor  gold,  nor  wealth  untold. 
But  men— brave  men — are  there- 
oh,  speed  the  life  boat  1  speed  the  life 
boat  I 

O  OodI  their  efforts  crowni 
She  dashes' on— the  khip  is  gone 
Foil  forty  fathoms  down. 

Ahf  tea!  the  grew  are  ttroggling  now 
Amldct thtfbiMows*  roar;— 

Thejf’re  In  a  boat— they’re  all  afloat,*— 
HgrraU  they’ve  gain’d  the  shore  t 
Blass  the  life  boat!  blest  the  lift*boatt 
Ohr  Oodd^thte’lrhear  onr  prgy’r  I. 
Bleat  tha  lifrhoatl  bless  the  Ufe-boal* 
Ba  latent  waTI  dmftdrt 


when  is  a  Man  less  than  a 
MM? 

[Mttsle-^  P»vidtaii*tO 
WHEN  U  A  mma  ihan  ■#  nmmf 
Whci  be  nr 
To  danger,  for  hU  lelish 
And  leavee  thr«!iB  dsgr. 

To  aCaod  or  fall  a#  beat  maj  S 
TImb  Ua  mao  Im  than  a  miBSf*- 

TboB-we  pi^f  liiite/BU  ar«'€oii» 
Whto  If  a  mao  lc»  tbao  a  OMm  ? 

When  he  ma&ea  o  tBW  ha  ISiufi  Id 

Wkpttt.  withmtt  oowkit  hawoBidiSop; 
When  he  wonU  bewnm  » lNnye»>»teal, 
Sooner  than  woilt  fteratrhaoetl  mol: 
Then  If  a  man  less  thnB  amtm;^ — 

Then  ere  pity  him  ali  ma  caa. 

When  ts  a  man  lefs  than  a  manf  t 
When  bj  miffonnne  ttrichea  Sown 
Ite  whines  and  mai^ke  ibroa^  ihe 
fawn;  \ 

But  never  lifts  bis  strong  Bff^  arm. 
To  sere  himseff  frmn  further  harm  : 
Then  is  a  man  less  than  a  min  ^ 

Then  we  |nly  Ww  afi  limcaB* 
When  is  a  man  less  ih«e  *  man? 

When  he  ncte  the  contovd^r  par^ 
When  he  betrays  a  womnn^i  heart. 
And  scorns,  itt-nses,  nnd  dnoeiret 
The  lore  that  iinferaMd  beUeree : 
Then  b  a  mnahtsalh— a  ainn 

Then  we  pity  him  aHwa  CMb 
When  Is  a  man  less  than  a  man  f 

When  he  takes  deii|^  in  raising 
MwUk; 

When  he  raiueshonovrlnanduuilife; 
When  he  insnlts  n  faflen  foe. 

Or  at  a  woman  aims  •  blowt 
Then  is  a  man  lensfhan  a  mosi;-^ 

Then  wo  pitjr  him  all  wo  oniu 


The  Old  AnO'Chur. 

[MMri«  .at 

I  tors  it.  1  hHM  it,  W  wiM  shaU ' 

Clam 

To  chkie  me  for  loving  Ihn*  ol4  mms* 

chair ; 

I’ve  treasur’d  it  long  i^p«osainftA|>fine, 
I’ve  bedew’d  it  with  tears^  I’ve  cm* 
baifiiM  it  with  sighs;*  | 

*Tis  bound  by  a  thousand  bands  to  my  . 
heart ; 

Net  a  tie  will  break,  not  a  link  will  Start, 
Would  ye  learn  tbe  spell — a  mothor  sat, 
there. 

And  a  sacred  thing  is  that  old  arm-chair. 

In  cbildli«iod%  inmws  i  IwgeP’d  noar 
The  hallow’d  seat  with  list’uipg  ear  ;  , 
And  gentle  words  dug  modier  would 

To  fit  me  to  die,  and  teaen  me  to  lire,  1 
She  told  me  fihamc  wonW  ntvor  betide  ^ 
With  truth  for  my  creeds  God  kr 
myauide; 

She  taught  me  to  li^  mg  earlieetprny’f 
As  1  knelt  beside  that  old  am  chain* 

T  sat  and  wiMh^d  herm«iy  Adag^ 
When  her  cyo  gtewdim^  and  tarlonks 
wete  grpyt 

And  1  nimoni  oaioehiff ’A  Ant  viMaalMr 

amii’ll, 

Amdfwnfd  •ddaga  llaiAtr 


j  \  7*  roll’d  on,  but  the  last  one  sped~ 
M|^  idokwao  4iailas’4,.  .iay  earth^Mm 

t  leam’d  Imiv  snnclt  Asa  finam  ^ndeii 

WAmi  f  nnw  her  die  i» WmI 
chfldr. 

^Upast!  ’tispaetf  bdlTganreNilfiiow 
With  qniwerliig  breath,  and  throiAinf 
brow;  » 

*rwas  tfaofo  ite  nurs’d  me,  ’twas  there 
she  died. 

And  meiii*ry  flows  with  idvm  tide* 
bay  itiaibtly,  and  dhem  use  weak. 
While  the  eealding  dsefe  eurt  down 
■qrwhoah  ; 

But  I  lore  it,  1  lore  it,  andoannot  tear 
My  aonl  from  miy  aaodwr^e  sM  ama 
dmlr. 


Say  npt  Woman’s  toi^e 
Is  stopped. 

Air. — ^”Oh!  any  not  womans  bearr is 
Weght.** 

[Hnaie— at  W^lliams’a} 

OH,  say  not  woman’s  tongue  is  stopped 
By  any  boman  wteasore ; 

Oh,  say  not  woman's  totigjue  is  stopped 
By  aught  hot  Heaven’s  pleasure* 

When  first  her  tnngue  its  tahgeagelmowv 
To  stop  it— -rain  codcavonr  ; 

Both  day  and  night  her  tapper  goes,  ^ 
She  talks,  nnd  taifan  lor  ceerb 

Oh,  say  not  wonuur’a  voice  ia  air. 

And  huru  not  while  it  ranges; 

To  mo  its  eoandecai  hot  eompam 
To  ringing  penie  and  ttmngee ; 

And  when  her  thwaited  paselooswtom. 
Her  tongue  moves  like  a  river. 

To  stop  its  course  there  ia  no  charm. 

It  rum,  and  rune  lor  ever* 

Oh,  say  not  woman’s  tongue  grows  old  ^ 
And  with  her  eye  will  weaken; 

Ok,  eay  net  wofnao.’a  toofneuatt'ltceld. 
When  with  years  ’tis  scnchea. 

Afaf  no,  the  tongue  chat  once  can  talk, 
WBl  qnit  its  oMce  never ; 

iE’en  when  her  legs,  no  loqget  walk, 
’Twill  taUc,  and  taA  for  over* 

The  wife’s  tongue  never  think  Co  tire. 
When  scolding  she  is  hot  on, 

AH  you  CUD  do  t*mvoMikt  i>rt^ 

Is  stuff  your  onrs  with  eoUoa. 

F<ur  wwmun’s  tongue  will  soon  oppono 
A II  reason  e’er  so  efever ; 

It  stops  fSor  neither  words  noi^blowsy 
But  scol(^,  and  scolds!^  ever. 


The  dawning  of  Hope. 

[Musie^-stt  OftrerV] 

HOW  denr  to  Che  henrt  ioths  dcwninig 
Ofifops,  when  ebe  cheds  her  beigltti 

Likethesnahnratine  forth  hflho  morning 
To  akine  oo  theflo  wore  all  day* 
TkwfpMr  mmrtnnd  trdascA, 

Whew  agpswickitlior  mggiiwlscng ; 
And  mortals,  by  Honven  ctjsnted. 

That  faearW  Mkield  aeokr  dtsynwA** 
Bkw 


Thb  world  Is  a  garden  of  beauty. 
While  v|w  are  flowese  i^jweedPi 
AnAdbeae^liikeiser  siAg^M  tey. 
Must  siMWisf.#ky  iar  Ikalp  deeds* 
Eoduse  and  hqupe  on^  aifipw  fltcetslii,  ‘ 
Kor  dream  ymeia  e*egwaatfstfir»M, 
Ferileavcw  wiH  epea  tie  porlnlst 
And  erowa  sma  wickblisn  ktmmtmtL 
MoCkdmii^lMw 


SEARCH  Erin  an 


g&  gMm  m  lover  as  Denais  M’Phaae; 
the  simple  cad eNciy^ttwtiby  awiifia 

pwNy, 

In  tosra  and  ip  ciijb  laom  3Mandi 
Minmaeg 

tils  iattoring  loegoewsm  eiddhyeumg, 
Bewildhve  the  senses^  and  fiaiBlBe 
the  hruitt. 

And  yet  you’B  ted  cadt  icmH  ladSaed. 

Tb  Hshm  with  pleasure  to  Menais 
M’Fhsae, 

CAr t  ^gm^ttee  goot^Demiim 
llme’rt tree  40  none,  Dennis,  • 
Bm  veering  lahout  Hke  g  Hghtwwater- 

Oh  j  fie  for  shame,  Dennis^ 
Tbou’rt  much  to  blame,  tieitnis. 
But  I  cannot  blume  time,  dear  Bennis 
MThebs. 

From  Cork  to  Kilkenny,*  yo«  csnnoh 
find  Soyr 

Who’re  flatter’d  sb  miUiy  asHenaJe 
AL’Plma; 

Ko  creature  l&as  ever,  with  haneful 


More  true  lorersecverM  Chan  Beanie 
M’Flmne; 

His  ftatteringtongue  wins  bid  fit  young. 
Against  ike  deiuder  they  struggle  in 

And  yet  youMl  ftniimey’ve  fttN  kmlteed 
To  litien  with  ploatareto  Deanis 
fit^nnn. 

Oh!  get  thee gotis,1>e»l!t,lic« 
Teach — Oh  I  teadk  me  te 

FltlkilVOS  depart  aad  'Meulflcy^  flhkfli 
them 

To  her  earemepare  and  daap  ; 

And  a  fors’d  tmilo  only  emkao  titea 
From  the  shadows  Of  the  deem. 


Who  shall  school  the  heart’s  flfetlsa 
Who  Shalt  banish  Hi  rrgreflf 
If  >oa  blaiiie  deqi  dtjeebton, 
Teseh— birt  teas:^  me  fa  fhfgal; 

Bear  me  aot  to  festive  bo  wmta  ■ 
JTwss  with  them  I  sat  tkare  tefif 
Weave  me  not  SoriogVeaillf  fiaoars 
They’ 11  remind  me  of  thapmit* 
Music  seems  Bke  mouriifr^  tiifliJf&fl^ 
In  the  halls  where  onee  wwmat  | 
(Mirth’s  gay  call  is  unavml|i^ 
TeaiA---oh1  lantliiMtelEit^ 

One  wkakopileBi^MMkbate 

Cannot  hear  adawnim  ttgkfef 
He  would  milwr  ssntalbBiaaaMMI 
Of a-lom  ones  wate|j|^^ 
Who  ihaliac&^tke  kafflrMmtmb 
Who  brndik  ' 

If  iMbluM  my  Swp  * 

Tmch  "  Al  m>A  li*  UmmL 


Motmiiaft  Ihii'iaj. 


a$i^i  lii^? 

XlMr^t  dMftr  io  Ufiipp^dtlajr ! 

am#  AKiiialMMM 
witr  ntitaiy  mm9f  • 

to  ImI  ttraage,  I  dtdHiai  { 

prcNyitctow^fidaf 

MjriraaiaFliolfap 
in  tltpoi^  I  should  die  aBolctmaid 
9  litisitaod!  Mfiaf 
Will  Mibodj  marrj  9^  thy  t 

Win  aoiMKljr^  ^okmiy^  ^e. 
TiMsoasoa  aro  the  idogao  of  sijr  Aire  ! 

*Tts  hard  from  to  uMgs  4o  choose : 
Sboiild  aay^  one  wish  Ibr  a  iHfs^ 

Cbalil  1  have  the  hdait  Sa  xefine  f 
I  don’t  know,  for  nona  hsTe  proposed ; 

Oh^deneweJ  If^i  ftlahttn’d^ivow — 
Oeod  gfoeioas  l  who  eeer  snppoicd 
That  1  should  besiofile  till  now! 
Heigho !  for  a  hnsband* !  beigbo ! 

Will  aelkMip  marrj^  me*  sap.?  ; 

Will  nobody,  nobadf ,  dec. 


Bn  stni^Pheiioi  dear,  wMbfoar  jealoi|s 
0on|plaia|s, 

ForpinaHUiMW  dipHiMfs  nt 

OiwannthwseinnsI  :  -  . 

Toe  wUl  Wean  «w  y«wi«  MnaW  that 
XMi  won  lo^  nifi, 

4ji4  tM  jnBrdnr,  desr 

Pbtttini,  yon  kaww*. 

It’s  joartelf  that  wopld  tell  an  a 
dUbtMinW* 

With  jonr  aims  rea^iwir  W0H  Sa  ifaa 
Darglt’s  sweet  vale. 

When  poor  Owa  wlnoian  taafne  aaiii 
yoior  If orab  a  ff»el— 

And  uoght  her  to  love  yaa^Sfl^Blienoi 
O’Xoole. 


Powa  iha  meanaiiat  niiiftk  % 

While  M>e  dewIpippilJiagla  the  smite 
terlflH;  ray; 

lightly  my  hnerl  l|  ten«<fd|»  full  of 
hofio  wftiitb^ 

Oh,  how  sweoc  la  lahoiir,  ebeorM  by 
love's  warm  smile. 

Pnnra  gbo  OMtontatok  eaHy,  WSiQuSf  % 
momyrnny, 

^glng  as  1  go  some  aserry  roandday* 
Lala.li«ADc« 

When  dayte  soil  la  ower#  tenmeward  1 
bead  my  feeti 

There  glad  smillbg  fhens,  happy  heaits 
I  meetj; 

Round  the-homri  wajptW^onr  fmpl 
.  menUdasMro^ 

Cheerful  and  ooatanted,  free  from 
worldly  care. 

Down  ifce  moomeni,  only,  hfithefy  1 
taW  my  way, 

Slnfiae  aai  gp  sonm  meiary  roaadelay. 

lasUla,  &€• 


Ton  sworaihat  the  ndld  rose  thatf rew 
wV  my  hand,, 

And  the  violet  hid  in  its  aeil  mossy  bed, 

Were  the  emblems  of  inne eewee»  heanty , 
and  tenth, 

And  yon  said,  Pbelim  deai,  l  was  Ihirei 
.  .  ttemhaibb' 

Am  I  different  oow«  thm  yoa’re  always 
in  doubt. 

With  your  cruel  saspkdoaa  af  wbao  I’m 
aboat  ? 

Oh,  you  had  better  be  caref iff  ,  er  hyibe 
seme  mle. 

rtl  be  jealous  of  you^  I^ter  Fhelim 
O’ruola. 


So  Tom^and  so  Lorelj. 


[Iftislw-^  Davidaon^a.} 

So  yonogaad  so  levely^so  wsso  yet  so 
kind. 

She  has  gooe,she  hsa  IsfC  me  with  aad- 
Atss  behind. 

The  hope  of  my  lifs  from  my  fond  arms 
is  torn, 

And  alone  In  ffie  world  I  must  now 

wanffer^n* 

Oh,  Ellen,,  dead  mem’ry  recalls  the 


Down  bj  the  MiU-Stresnl. 

[Mu8ie->-na  Paridaoa’s.] 

Beantifalstreamletl  tiowprecUmatome 

Were  the  fields  and  the  wild  bloisoas 
water’d  by  theef 

1  think  of  thee  oft,  as  thou  wert  in 
youth. 

And  shy  ripple  stiU  anomittrsvffth  Bush- 
ness  and  trdih. 

Bematifnl  sireamlWl  1  dream  of  Ihee 
still,  / 

Of  thy  pouring  cascade  and  thy  merry 
oldmilts 

Thou  livest  in  memory,  and  will  not 
depart, 

Tor  die  waters  ^eem  Heat  with  the 
streams  of  my  heart. 

What  pleasure  it  was  to  spiiag  forth  In 
tire  sun. 

When  theschoel*dpor  was  op^d,and  the 
lessons  wereihwa;. 

When  *  Where  aba}!  we.  play  ?’  waathe 
doubt  and  the  call, 

And’^^Powa  by  the  mittwtraani,’waa 
edioed  by  alU 

Ifow  I  love  the  green  spat  whera  my 
fairy  ship  f ffftf. 

Where  the  perch,  wifh  Hs  gablan  back, 
slept  in  the  shade  I 

Hew  I  lev’dthetallmsheaibalnrvw  by 
iuside. 

And  the  crese  and  the  lliy*eup  teesitig  • 
its  tide! 

Ho.ue  or  my  yonffi  f  If  f  gate  tbeenoar. 

None  can  remember  my  voice  or  my 
brow,.^ 

Nrnie  can  reawmber  the  eumydae’d 
child 

That  playM  by  ffie  wuiiMnili,  joyous 
jmd  wild. 

Bcnntifnlstremmlei!  I  statist  thae  again 

Bat  the  ebaages  that  tnarlTd  tbea 
wwahmfff  diaap  paial 

Desalallou  bad  m^lffoHhmi  wert  hoi 
ooof  yoiU  ii> :  . 

Home  of  my  cMMtoffA*  Vllaoe  HiarM 


Say  once  more,  Phelim  darling,  the 
word  in  mine  eaa* 

That  the  girl  of  your  aoul  is  still 
cherish’d  and  dear. 

And  believe  that  your  Norsh  m  futhfe  1 
and  irae. 

For  she  lives  far  you,  FMliin,  and  on^ 
for  you. 

It’s  ywmrown  wiaemg  tongue  that  my 
heart  can  begaile. 

For  thsicr s  love  in  your  cye,aBd  there’s 
truth  in  your  sofffe. 

Oh,  my  heeit  has  been  lao^t  hi  affee* 
tion’s  fond  school, 

TiuX  1  can’t  live  withont  yon,  dear 
Plietim  OfToaie^ 


When  1000  the  fair  moon  you  ilktraia'd 
mynlght. 

I  see  fbee^  Ohr  I  lev’d  ode,  I  see  thee 

And  H»  vtsion<  baiiige  beck  bnt  the 
plewmrenfpehiw 

I  see  thy  bright  form,  and  thy  face  once 
eo  lUr, 

And  the  pearlsmademore  whtee  by  thy 
raven-bUeic  hair, 

X  sat  thepin  jpyg  on  thy  lip  the  bright 
smile  .  « 

Of  love  andef  beauty,  ao  thonghOess  ot 
guile  I  ' 

I  eee  thy  puco  thoughU  as  in  sparkles 
thejarisa 

From  the  fair  spotless  senl  to  thy  beau.  . 
tifjeteyui; 

t  beaf  thy  lew  voice,  andlts sweet  gush- 
ihf  dirill. 

As  Itchaim’d  and  enchain’d  my  fond 
heart  to  its  wUl.. 

I  see  tbee,I  hear  thee,  1  feel  the  sot 
kits. 

And  roadaess  aueoeeda  to  the  mem*ry 
^  of  blissi 

She  has  gone,  ffte  has  left  me  alone  and 
lo  moom, 

Ft#w  the  fnihlig  of  day  to  tba  Sash  of 

Balete  I  wdiffe  my  thonidffh  4wre  back 
to  the  past. 

Fond  mem’ll  wBIbM  me  love  on  to  the 

But  oh  1  wiilbi  ngy  fbanghts  ora  roT. 

INMI, 

rnmjm  m  Im  o* t» 


Wlieii&rst  I  henrdtiiT^  voice 
dedam 

[Muffe-wk  OMvui^] 

When  int  1  heasd  Ihy  vpiaa  dadiare 
Thy  chengelesa  lavwisnmo, 

I  ffMMfht  lhaee  ellvcry  aneenm  wane 
More  sweet  Chewt!^  aouM  be. 

4L  Wild  drih^  then  ffilecT  pay  heart, 
fur  laon  the  Joy' was  p’er, 
BhniiteuahHidly  budanapnrt, 

Tiimnet  perchance  no  more. 


Kor  time,  my  tovn,cah  dter  ffestlrcyi 
nDUghluc  unlU  Ihtlut^ 

And  e’eu  mr  aorrmsu  samu'  nn  juy, 
inieu  mlugihig  wMhthu  fifl,. 
Bamn  yaf^amrs  lihgar  bsHm  wruaffit 
1#hea.na:ha  huaa  teguHL 
AmUMunfhhKjoy  will  nniUMffh 
tin  lufam  of  the  baafU 


The  smile  of  Bepei^g^ce* 

Inipir'dbyao  grat^ftilA  4sly* 

In  terms  stron|(eat  art  can  dinne 
Barda  hare  wiltMn  thfMe  imptSraa  on 
httvatf. 

That  ldf«rslMm  wafladnnai||ia  i  ( 
I,  to  fiU  the  aweet  thone  mate  ooni* 
pletelyf  ^  . 

Sing  the  beanty  of  ge«>4ne8allie  whilat 
For  erery  face  is  dma’d  aweetly, 
Where  beams  a  henorblant  atnila. 

While  the  jheart  aornebenefimt  action 
Contemplatetf  with  Jby  thd  eyea 
ipitikf  ' 

On  the  lip  qniters  mute  aatisfimtiont 
And  a  glow  of  delii^  /vatnta  the 
cheek} 

miaa  ptnradeaefery  feature  comple^y» 
Adding  beauty  to.  beauty  the  While, 
And  the  lovimeat  face  looks  more 
Bweet%9  «  I  . 

Where  beams  a  benevolent  smile* 


Clemency. 


SBjt  soldier,  which  of  glory’s  charms. 
That  heroes*  souls  inflame  ; 

Gives  brightest  lustre  to  their  arms. 
Or  beet  insures  their  fatoe  ? 

Is  it  her  lion  mettled  rage. 

Let  loose  in  ardour’s  dOn  ? 

Legioo  with  legion  to  engage,  . 

And  make  men  slaughter  men  ? 

Is  it,  to  a  defenceless  foe* 

Mild  mercy  to  forbear, 

And  glut  the  call  of  vengence  ? — ^No : 

The  brave  delight  to  spare! 

T|s  Clemency,  pale  misery’s  friend, 
Foremost  in  glory’s  van  ; 

To  dry  the  starting  tear,  and  blend 
The  herewith  the  man* 

Xnen  on  the  wretch  fall  double  shame, 
Who,  in  foul  slander  lor’d. 

Knows  war  alone,^by  murder’s  name, 
The  Soldier,  by  the  sword* 

As  blessings  out  of  evils  come. 

Let  once  the  conflict  cease : 

The  eagle  brings  the  halcyon  home; 

War  courts  the  smiles  of  peace* 

Yet  he  to  higher  merit  vaults, 

Who  glory’s  track  hath  trod; 

Great  generous  merit  that  exalts, 

A  mortal  to  a  God. 

Tis  Clemency,  pale  misery’s  friend. 
Ever  in  glory’s  van. 

To  dry  the  starting  tear,  and  blend 
The  hero  with  the  man. 


Neighbour  Sly. 

^he  passing-bell  was  heard  toB  ! 

John  wail’d  his  loss  with  Bitter  wies. 
The  parson  pray’d  for  Mary’s  soui. 
The  sexton  hid  her  from  all  eyes* 
••And  thou  art  gone,” 

Cried  wretched  John, 

O  dear,  ’twill  kill  me~I  am 
dying!” 

Cried  neighbour  Sly, 

While  standing  by, 

'•’Lord,  bow  this  world  is  given  to 
lying.” 

The  thropg  retired ;  John  left  alone. 
He  meditated  '’mongst  the  tombs, 
Andspeltout,  on  the  mould^ngstones. 
What  friends  were  gone  te  thwlong 
homes. 

You’re  gone  before,”'  . . 

Cried  John,  ”  No  more  1-—^ 

1  shall  come  soon — ^I’ui  almogt  djri^ !” 
Cried  ncighboor  Sly,  ^ 

«trll  standing  by*  • 

MU*  uow  thk  ffcnA  hi  gif’ll  to 
ifingt-'j  , 


”  Hmu  *%fllMT)ones9  Heaven’s  will  be 
4mel-  ' 

Of  farmer  !|!ag  t--tqfbder  would’et 
_  Imow 

Who  to  his  ifnenOfrYndsM  fhUatome? 
'  rTwaa  Ids  dbeoOlMflatwwidow  I” 
Cried  John,  ••  Ohi^h, 

:  To  her  ru  go , 

No  doubt  with  f^et  tlm  widow’s  dying,!’ 
Cried  neighbour.  Sly, 

Still  atanaing  by, 

’•Lord,  how  this  World  is  to 
lyingl” 

Tbehrmutnal  grief  wae  s^rt  and  sweet; 

ScaTcely  the  piassing-)^!!  hgd  ceas’d 
When  they  were  sped  ;^the  funeral 
'meat 

‘  Was  warm’d  up  for  the  marriage  feast* 
They  vow’d,  and  swore. 

Now  o’er  and  o’er, 

They  ne’er  would  part  till  both  were 
dying! 

Cried  neighbour  Sly, 

S^  stimding  by.  ■ 


I  oMu  ■imtuiuK  uy, 

i  ”  Lord,  how  this^  world  is  giv’n  to 
^  lying!”  \ 

Af^  to  heir  the  pasring-heil* 

John  now  a  sort  of  bank’riBg  feels  ; 
A^n  his  help-mate  brags  how  well 
She  can  trip  up  a  husl^d’s  heels. 
Again  to  the  tomb 
Each  longs  to  come, 

Again  with  teurs^'  apd  sobs  are  sighing, 
For  neighbour  Sly 
Again  tO  cry— 

”  Lord,  how  this  world  is  giv’n  to 
lying  I” 


There’s  somethingin  wdihan 

There’s  something  in  women  their 
lovers  engage,  ^ 

Of  whatever  complexion,  or  stature,  or 
age; 

And  she  who  would  frighten  a  mere 
stander-by,  ’ 

Is  a  Venus  hers^  in  the  fond  lover’s 
eye. 

If  she’s  pale,  never  swan  was  a  tenth 
part  so  fair ; 

If  tawn^,  like  jet  are  her  eyes  and  her 

If  Xantippe  herself,  her  scolding’s^ 
.thought  wit; 

If  meek,  all  good  wives  to  their  hus- 
bimds  submit. 

If  a  pigmy,  bow  neat  lie  her  hair  and 
hermei 


meir ,, 

If  a  steeple,  sat/s  graceful,  and  walks 
like  a  queen  ; 

If  a  girl  in  b^  teens,  all’s  handsome 
that’s  young; 

If  eighty,for^.»  says — ^world  hold  your 
tOD^, 

In  short,  to  near  woman  ’tis  given  to 
please. 

And  tho’  |ge  whim  often  should  take 
them  to  tease,  . 

To  peeplec,  to  torment,  and  a  thousand 
ihtngsmOre, 

Tbey’ee  jUm.  deities  men  wexe  all  bom 
to  .«d^re. 


A  llbmorous  Medley  on 
Bibdin’s  Songs. 

Tom  Tickle  was  noble,  was  true  to  his 
word; 

If  mmU  bought  title,  Tom  might  be  a 
k>rde 

How  gailT,  his  bark  through  life’s  ocean 

wouiAepiif 

Twt»*  the  riggnsF* 


And  for  England’s  own  srif,  thro’  the 
tbMldttdiaoiighil  n  / 

For  three  long  day  was!  toss’d  up  and 

down  -v -T/f 

Peaceful  8lumb’riii|r  6R  Hie  ocean, 
Benimh  fear  no  wij|eri4igh  t  l 

The  winds  and  wavas^  tugoulle  motion.  . 
doeitelhemwith-^' 

Oh,  the  bonny,  bonny  bells,' 

How  Ildfveto  hearthemlkodnd; 

Far  and  near— ' 

The  lads  of  the  yJlUge,  so  merrily  ah  I 
Sound  the  tabOr,  I  ’lllUnd  tnee.along. 
And  1  s^y  unto  thee— ' 

Curtis  was  old  Hodge’g  wife. 

For  virtue,  none  was  such. 

She  led  so  pure,  so  chaste  a  life, 

Hodge  Bind— 

Here  a  sheer  hulk,  lies  poor  Tom  Bow* 
y  ling. 

The  darling  of  our  crew  $ 

No  more,  he’ll  hear  the  tempest  howl* 

FordeatS— 

To  Bachelors’-hall,  we  goodfelh^^w  hi* 
vite,  ’  ’ 

To  partake  of  the  chase,  that  makes  up 
our>delight :  :  ■  ».  l  . 

We  have  spirits  like|^  • 

Jolly  Dick,  the  lamplighter,  ^  ' 

They  say,  the  sun’s  my  dad. 

Add  truly  I  believe — 

That  all  men  are  beggars,  you  pixittip 
mar  see,  '  "  ‘ 

For  beggars  there  are^  of  cvety  degree ; 
Tho’  none  are  so  blest  or  as  happy  as 
we,  s-r  .. 

Which  nobody  can  deny,  wnich  no* 
body  can  deny*  , 


Cdme,  bustle,  busde. ' 

Conie,  biutlei bustle!  drihk about, and 
let  us  be  merrv,  ’ 

Our  cau’ia  frilly  we’ll  pump  it  out,  and 
then  aU  hands  to  sea  { 
FineiMiss^fit  dancing  school  is  taught 
the  imnute  to  tread,  , 

But  we  go  better  when  we’ve  brought 
»  the  foretsek  to  cathead.  ^  -  ^ 

Come,  bustle,  &e. 

■.  ■  i 

Come,  bustle,  bustle !.  drink  about,  and 
_ ^let  us  merry  be, 

Our  can  is  full,  we’ll  pump  it  out,  and 
;  >  '  then )all  hands  s.ea  |  , ,  7 

When  horns  and  hotfnds  thOfoVest  fend, 

^  his  pack  the  huntsman  cheers, 

As  jolly  tars  for  England’s  foes  pour 
broadsideB  in  their  ca^. 

Conie  bustle,  Ac* 

Come,  bilstle,  bdslle !  drink  dbout,  iud 
let  us  merry  be,  •  i 
Our  can  is  full,  we’ll  pump  it  out,  and 
then  trip  itout  to/ica;; ,, ,  ^  r 
^e  what’s-their-qsimes  \at  uprpars 
squall,  and  Enusic'flhe  and 
But  better  soubds  the  bhkti^adb’s  call, 
”  All  hande,'aO  himos  ufefefT 

t  !{A>'-.Comb«st!e,  Ac* 

Come,  bustle,  bustle !  driuk  about,  and 
let  us  mlity  be, '  '  ^  * 

Our  can  iiHiill,  we’ll  pump  it  out,  and 
then  trip  it  out  to  seai  r^ 

What’s  got  at  «ea,  we  ipnud^m^  ahore,^ 
with  sweethearts  qw  wlye^. 
And  theuy  more; 


We  were  ooys  together. 

[Music^it  DiTidscrn’i*] 

WB  were  boyi  tocher, 

And  nerer  can  forget 
The  school- honve,  near  the  heatheff 
Jo  childhood  where  we  met; 

Nor  the  green  home,  to  mem*ry  dear, 
Its  sorrowa  and  irt  joyt, 

Which  call*  d  the  transient  smile  or  tear, 
When  yon  and  1  were  boys. 

We  were  youths  together, 

And  esstlea  built  in  air  ! 

Tour  heart  was  like  a  feather, 

While  mine  was  dash'd  with  care ! 

To  you  came  wealth  with  manhood’s 
prime. 

To  me  it  brought  alloys, 

Ne'er  imag'd  in  the  primrose  time. 
When  you  and  1  were  boys. 

We’re  old  men  together. 

The  friends  we  lov’d  of  yore. 

With  leaves  of  autumn  weather. 

Are  gone  for  ever  more ! 

How  bieis’d  to  age  the  impulse  giv’n, 
The  hope  time  ne’er  destroys. 

Which  led  our  thoughts  from  earth  to 
heav’n, 

MThen  yOu  and  1  were  boya* 

The  Banks  of  Clyde. 

Words  by  A.  Park.— Music  by  Brocaa. 

HOW  sweet  te  rove  at  summer’s  ere  ^ 
By  Clyde’s  meandering  etream,  * 
When  Sol  in  joy  is  seen  to  leave 
The  earth  with  crimeon  beam. 

When  Island  elouds  that  wander’d  far, 
Above  his  sea-couch  lie. 

And  here  and  there  some  gem4ike  star 
Rc-opes  his  sparkling  eye. 

I  see  the  insects  gather  home. 

That  loved  the  evening  ray; 

And  minstrel  birds  that  wanton  roam. 
Now  sing  their  vesper  lav ; 

All  hurry  to  their  leafy  beds 
Among  the  rustling  trees. 

Till  mom  with  new-born  beauty  sheds 
Her  splendour  o’er  the  seas. 

Majestic  seam  the  barques  to  glide, 

As  night  creeps  o’er  the  sky, 

Along  the  sweet  and  tranquil  Clyde, 

And  charm  the  gazer’s  eye ; 

While  spreading  trees  with  plumage 
W* 

Snule  vernal  o’er  the  scene. 

And  an  is  balmy  as  the  May,-*- 
AU  lovely  and  serene. 

Bockaway. 

[Music — at  Davidson’s.] 

On  old  Long  Island’s  sea-girt  shore, 
Many  an  hour  I’ ve  whil’d  away. 

In  lict’ning  to  the  breakers’  roar, 

That  wash  the  beach  at  Rockaway. 
Transfix’d  I’ve  stood  whilenature’s  lyre 
In  one  harmonious  concert  broke, 

And  catching  its  Promethean  fire, 

My  inmost  soul  to  rapture  woke. 

Oh,  on  old  Long  Island’s,  &c. 

Oh,  how  delightful  ’tis  to  stroU 
Where  murm’ring  winds  and  waters 
meet, 

Marking  the  billows  as  they  roH 
And  break  resistless  at  your  feet  1 
To  watch  young  Iris  at  she  dips 
Her  mantle  in  the  sparkling  dew. 

And,  chas’d  by  Sol,  away  she  trips 
O’er  the  horizon’s  quiv’ring  blue* 

Oh,  on  old  Long  Island’s,  &c. 

To  hearths  etarlight  night- winds  sigh, 
^As  dreamy  twilight  lulls  te  sleep ; 
WWe  the  moon  reflects  from  nigh 

Hot  image  m  the  mighty  deep. 


'  Maieetie  scene,  where  nature  dwells, 
i^olound  in  everlasting  love. 

While  her  unmeasur’d  music  swells 
The  vaulted  firmament  above. 

Q\  on  old  Long  Island’s,  &c. 


Turn  on  Old  Time. 

[Music— at  Cramer  and  Co’i.]  ^  - 

TyRN  on  old  Time,  thine  hour*glass. 
The  sand  of  life  mty  stay.; 

Quick!  let  the  gold-grain’d  momente 
PaWf 

’TU  they  all  debts  must  pay. 

Of  what  avail  are  grief  andtears, 

Since  life  which  came  mutt  go  f ' 

And  brief  the  longest  tide  of  years,  *' 
As  waves  that  ebb  and  flow» 

Stay,  fleeting  Time,  thine  bour»glass, 
The  tide  of  life,  oh,  stay ! 

Nor  let  the  golden  moments  pa^s 
Like  worthless  sand  away. 

For  him,  oh!  be  there  many  years. 
Apart  from  ev’ry  woe  ; 

The  bine  serene  which  heaven  wears, 
When  waves  scarce  ebb  and  flow. 

Despite,  old  Time,  thine  hour-glass. 
Turn  qoiekly  as  it  may. 

His  sand  of  life  not  yet  will  pass. 

If  he  my  wish  obey. 

Of  life  there  ere  full  happy  years. 

If  well  the  die  we  throw, 

Fer  May-day  smiles  and  autumn  tears. 
Are  Waves  that  ebb  and  flew. 


It  is  not  fonxi,  it  is  not  face. 

[Ifiuie— .t  Chsppell  ud  C«*..] 

IT  is  not  form,  it  is  not  fact. 

Nor  charms  which  they  convey, 
Howe’er  replete  with  outward  grace 
That  hold  an  inward  sway,  — 

In  manner,  feeling,  and  in  mind| 

Are  spells  that  oft  impart 
A  magic,  which  the  soul  can  bind 
While  it  subdaes  the  heait  1 

The  beam  that  plays  npon  the  cheek, 
That  in  the  eye  doth  dwell. 

If  lighted  up  by  thought,  can  speak 
What  words  can  never  tell. 

And  one  deep  sigh,  with  feeling  blest, 
A  fonder  love  hath  won, 

Than  all  that  ever  left  the  breas;  ^ 
Of  thoosends  who  have  none. 


Tes,  I  have  dared  to  love 
thee. , 

TES,  I  have  dared  to  love  thee, 

Cold  and  senseless  though  I  seem. 
And  sweet  have  been  the  phahttiies 
Of  this,  iny  heart’s  first  dream. 

The  sun  does  not  a  brighter  beam 
On  all  creation  pour, 

Thau  that  which  now  lights  npthemlad 
Where  all  was  dark  before. 

Alike  he  shines  on  kill  and  dele, 

Ob  rUley,  mount,  and  sea ;  ^ 

And  as  he  is  to  one  of  these, 

Thou’rt  even  that  to  me. 


’Twee  npl  thy  beauty  thakaiitMPis 
And  yet  that  form  U  faip  r 
The  paiater’s  eye  would  Im  |Q  dweQ 
On  all  the  graeee  there.  ^ 

•  ''y'  Ti 

It  was  thy  mental  Ipvelinew  ;  V 
That  boupd.my  soul  to  thine ; 

And  made  me  dream  of  luq^pteaie*^/ 
Oh,  tea  It  ey  be  o^ae/  "  ;  - 

Tby  magic  tones  bare  / 

Into  paths  before  untro4>  ^ 

And  led  my  wandering  ej^te  ka^ 

A  captive  to  iu  God*  "  V 

^ '■  -<•  '  •-  ■■■ 

Tee,  still  tkU  lonely  heart  tnaat^levis  ’ 
Btenl  knew  not  how  Wf|l,  L  ; 
Until  the  bright  of  etekness  ^  .v 

On  thy  youthful  beauty  foil*  ^  .  V . 

h  '  ..  y'  ■  .t..  ' 

I  thought ’twas  admifatfon^  ,  ; 

And  eweem  I  feii  before,  >  > 

But  then  1  knew  I  loved,  /c- 4 

And  in  that  hour  1  loved  ^ei  more* 

Theu  chide  meTt6t,if  1  confess 
My  hearths  no  longer  free  ! 

Thou  hast  made  me  Ipve  thee,  ^ 

Then  can  X  help  Ibying  ibtf* 

The  British  Lion  aod  the 
Pope. 

r,'  "  ■  '  '--k  ^  -  -  , 

GOOD  people,  pray  listen.  I’ll  tell  you 
.  ajeke,  -  ^  L’  .r 

What  was  tried  oa  as  Eagllsh  by  the 
I  foolish  Pope, 

Who  sent  us  a  Bull,  oh !  what  an  old 
bloakf 

To  try  such  aihing  In  Old  Engiaiid, 
In  pMEnglend  ’twill  never  go  down. 

Oh,  Caidfoal  WIsenma,  yon  must  be  a 

To  try  in  Old  England  to  wear  a  r^ 

4'  . 

Who  would  think  a  Wisemai  ao  fooJIeh 
.as  thst»  ’  '  ,  V 

To  try  sfudi  a  thing  In  Old  Engtand. 
in  Old  Boland  ’twill  never  go  down; 

Oh  f  EngUri^nien  all,  if  ytm  unly  proye^ 
true,  ;  ^,'  "4 

To  old  Kick  we  will  send  the  and 
^ '  hlierew,  '  - 

For  if  once  they  had  fWwer  the  day  we 
should  rue,  ; 

Oh!  ahoeking  bed  times  for  OldJ 
England, '  ^ 

s  la  C^d^Ligland  y  ill  n^  dowy ' 

May  the  eter  ^  Fr^^  risgf 

thiwugb  the  ^orldy  ' 

And  Wi^itora,  and  defj^te,  from  power 
'be,  burled/  vfJ- 

While  we  hei^  the  henners  of 
„ ..  unfurled, '  , ,  : 

Sing, >  hurrah !  hurrah  I  for  <Hd 
Eh^andl  '  .r'  .  v • 

In  Old  England ’twill  never  go  AbWn* 
Then  Gbd  save  Victoria,  long  iney  she ! 

•  reign!  ',  ,  ,  '  V". 

Hnirab !  for  Old  EnglaadI  again  and 

Let  us  prove  to 

art  tbesima^ 

Tm  Ar^h  to  Old 

T«  Old  riigtoiid.^ii^  d«nr«  • 


